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and in the meantime we strolled about the palace and the
gardens. At dinner Miss Charpillon sat next to me, and
from her behaviour the others must have imagined we were
on terms of perfect intimacy. After dinner we returned to
the gardens, when she took rny arm, and succeeded in draw-
ing me into the Maze. She pulled me down on the grass
beside her, lavishing ardent expressions of love on me, and
the most passionate caresses. Her bright eyes, her crimson
cheeks, her panting breaths, moved me deeply. I was soft-
ened; I begged pardon for my haste and brutality, putting
it down to excess of love; but she checked me suddenly.
'Enough, my friend, for the present. I swear I will come
to you to-night.'
I was past reason; I was no longer master of myself. I
held her down with my left arm, and drawing a little knife
from my pocket, I opened it with my teeth, and pressing the
point to her throat, I swore I would kill her.
'Do as you like,3 she said calmly, fonly don't kill me. But
I vow I will not go from here; you will have to drag or
carry me by force to the carriage, and I will let ever)' one
know why.'
The threat was unnecessary. I had recovered my senses.
I took my hat and cane, and hastened away from a place
where unruly passion had drawn me to within an ace of
ruin. Would any one believe it? the shameless woman came
up and slipped her arm through mine, in the most natural
and innocent way in the world.
A girl of seventeen could not possibly have been versed
in this style of trickery, unless she had tried and proved
her strength in a hundred combats. They all wanted to know
if I had fainted from the heat; but no one noticed any
change in her.
We went back to town. I said I had a violent headache,
took off my hat to the company, and went home. I wrote
to the mother of Miss Charpillon advising her to send me
the notes at once, or I would institute proceedings against
her. This was her reply:—

